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exile

14:58:42-15:14:23 (or: 15 Minutes in the Black Heart of
American Consumerism)
Here is the sound the bottle of ice tea made when it hit the floor of the convenience store
where the 18-year-old boy was working:

PWACK!
"Ah, geez, man, I'm sorry, I'll get a mop and clean that up."
"No, don't worry, I got it," said the boy.
"You sure? There's a pretty long line here, and ... "
"Just leave it. Pay for your stuff, it's OK."
"OK, as long as it's cool."
"Yeah, it's cool. Whatcha need?"
"Packo'Marlboros,nipofSmirnoff,andtwo$2scratchcards."
"Which kinda scratch cards?"
"Winningones." (hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha)
"That's $7.35. Thanks, have a good one."
Next: "What can I do for ya?"
"Packo' Camels,nipofAbsolut,andthree$5scratchcards."
"Which kinda scratch cards?"
"Winningones." (hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha)
"That's $19.56. Thanks, have a good one."
"Youtoo. Youshouldreallycleanupthatmessonthefloor."
"I know, I will ."
Next: "How ya doin'?"
"Gi vemethreedollarscratchcards."
"Uh ... I said, give me three dollar cards."
"Did you hear me?"
"Yes. Which kind do you want?"
"Winningones." (hahahahahahahahahahahahahahahahaha)
The line was growing longer by the minute. It was around three o'clock, the
time when the construction workers down the street had their mid-afternoon break. The
boy ran over to the buzzer that was used to signal to the manager that he needed to come
up to the register and help out. Ten people were waiting, all of whom were bigger than
the boy behind the counter, all of whom had been working in 90-degree heat, and all of
whom were irritated by the boy's slowness at meeting their shopping needs.
The boy stood and looked out at the vast line before him. Fuckin' Jason. Where
the fuck is he? Hate all these guys that come in here. Every last one of them ought to be
burned to death and then eaten. Then they should be shat out and that shit should be set
on fire too. No mercy. Blahblahblah, gimrnee scratch cards, winning ones, hahahahaha,
I'm so fuckin ' witty, that's why I'm a goddamn construction worker. Where the fuck is
Jason?
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The boy slammed his hand on the buzzer, hoping that the man he called Jason,
his manager, would hear him this time and come to his aid. He looked in the back of the
store and saw the man arranging the paper towels so that all the brand-name labels would
be facing out towards the customers. That dipshit. Get the fuck up here, there's a buttload
of customers, can't you see that? customers always come first, right? isn ' t that the
company's policy that you' ve been ramming down my fucking throat all Summer, well,
ISN' T IT?!?!
"Hey Jay," yelled the boy. "Can you come help?"
"Yeah, just a minute," responded the man in his mono tone. "I'm taking care of
some business here."
"OK," said the boy.
The boy watched despairingly as the man continued to stock the shelves. Paper
towels. Napkins. Plastic forks . Plastic cups. Party supplies. Styrofoam cups. Line after
line. Everything in its right place. Inventory. Supply. Demand. Numbers. Sold?
Returned? Numbers. Write down with pen . Finish. The man glided to the front of the
store.
"Can I help someone over here?"
The two of them toiled together, side by side, slowly whittling down the line,
one ungodly customer at a time. Cigarettes, liquor, lottery tickets, snacky cakes, porno
mags, rolling papers.
The third customer in the line caught the boy's eye. Jesus, that chick is hot.
Look at the way she's got those tiny shorts on, that tight tank-top ... aaaah ... everything
would be all right if I could just wait on her and stare down her cleavage, man that would
be nice. Hey there, baby, you ever make it with a convenience store clerk before? Huh?
Nab, that really sucks. Or maybe she has a fetish for guys going off to college stuck in
ass-monkey Summer jobs. I don ' t know.
The young woman stared behind the counter, where the object of her uncontrollable lust worked to make money for his education. She had gone home with convenience store clerks before, but this one seemed to be special. There was a glint in his eye,
a true spark of a man who was strong, but at the same time one who knew how to treat a
woman right. Oh, incredible creature of masculine form! Would he notice me? Would
he find me attractive?
She felt her muscles quiver as she watched him bend over to pick up a roll of
pennies.
"Stupid goddamn pennies," she heard him mutter. "I want to kill these pennies,
stab them in the eye, all of them."
When she saw her distressed lover bent over on the ground, picking up the said
pennies, she saw that this was her chance. Without saying a word, she stripped completely naked, flew behind the counter, and jumped on her man.
"Take me!" she moaned. "Take me now!"
"I can take you over here, ma' am," said Jason to the girl, who was now second
in line. She went over to the other counter to be waited on.
The boy stared at the man, who had just stolen his customer, in utter hatred.
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That fucker. He always has to wait on the hot women, sticking me with the truck divers
and old ladies. God.DAMN him. Well, that fixes it. He's going down. Absolutely going
down.
The line of customers eventually died down, and the store became relatively
quiet.
"OK, I should tell you ome things here," said Jason to the boy. "First, you
gotta buzz me earlier when there's a line that big. Cu tamers always come first, that's the
store policy."
"Ok, gotcha."
"Second of all, there's a big puddle on the floor of ice tea that someone spilled.
Now, I'm obviously hoping this won't happen, but if someone comes in here and, godforbid,
slips, they could sue us and make a lot of money."
"Uh-huh, got it."
"Now, if there's a big line, you can't exactly clean it up because customers will
get impatient, and remember, the number one rule in this store is that customers come
first."
"Right. Understood."
"So in that case, the best thing to do would be to head out to the back of the
store real quick and get a 'Caution, Wet Floor' sign so that at least they have a fair
warning of what's ahead."
"Ok."
"Now in the case of..."
"Can I ask a question?" interrupted the boy.
"Uhm, sure. Shoot."
"What if they trip over the 'Wet Floor' sign? Is there another sign warning
them of the wet floor sign. Perhaps a 'Caution: "Wet Floor" Sign' sign?"
"Unfortunately, no. Which is why it's best to warn customers as they come in
the store that..."
Settlement Reached in Convenience Store Civil Suit
Stoughton, MA (AP)- In the conclusion to a harrowing civil suit, convenience
store worker Richard Balin was awarded a total of thirty gillion dollars in his lawsuit
against his former employers, the GRS Convenience Store company, whom he filed suit
against when he tripped over a "Caution: Wet Floor" sign in his place of work. Mr. Balin
appeared for a public press conference with his attorney, F. Lee Bailey, to discuss the
significance of the case.
"This wasn't only a victory for me, but for other workers. Now that convenience stores across the country will be made to put out 'Caution: "Wet Floor" Sign'
signs to prevent this sort of accident from ever occurring again," said Balin.
The suit has prompted Congress to pass a Customer/Employee Bill of Rights,
which is awaiting the approval of the President. The bill would mandate "Caution: 'Wet
Floor' Sign" signs for every convenience store locale in the country.
The bill would also give employees of convenience stores the right to make
citizen arrests of customers who are guilty of "high crimes of assholism," which is defined in the bill as "any customer who takes too long to decide which scratch ticket they
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want, a_ny cust~mer ':"ho sp_ills c?ffee on the floor and doesn't clean it up, any customer
who bnngs ~eu spoiled child with them into the store who whines about not being able
to buy a Furb1e, or any c~stomer who generally makes working suck a big fat donke dick
for the employee at the tune."
Y
Better Business Bureau founder John Jacobs replied enthusiasticall t M
. , ·
''Th
y o r.
Balm s ':'1cto_ry:
e courage that this young man has demonstrated in taking on a major
corporation 1s phenomenal. He has a great future ahead of him, as a lawyer or a consumer rights activist."
Former GRS store manager Jason Mays, who was fired over the "Wet Sign"
incident, remarked: "The first rule of company procedure is that the customer always
comes first and that all other needs are to be taken care of after the customer is served.
This is the most important creed of the company, something that is to be followed strictly
and without fail. It is our job at GRS to ensure that the customer. .. "
" .. .is always served with care and precision. Am I being clear?"
"Yes, very much so," replied the boy.
"Good. Now, there's a line building up. You should go wait on the customers."
"No prob," said the boy as he rushed over to the counter. Damn this job. Really
didn't need to hear that lecture. Wonder if he really believes that stuff. Poor guy, been
working here, what, six years now? Gotta get you down after a while. Don't know how
he can stand it, every day the same shit. Would drive me nuts. Glad to be going to school
this Fall, can't take much more of this.
"Can I help whoever's next?" the boy spoke out loudly throughout the store. A
woman approached with her child. "Can I help you, ma'am."
"You certainly can," she said, pointing behind the counter. "I would like to
know why your store has copies of that trash in plain sight of where innocent children can
view it."
The boy looked behind him to see what the woman was referring to. Ah yes,
the new copy of "Just Turned 18." That reminds me, I ougbtta take a little "batluoom
break" with that later, hee, hee, hee.
"What are you smiling about?!" shouted the woman. "The corruption of youth
is not a laughing matter. I try to bring my children to church every week to educate them
on how to be a decent person, and then I come in here to buy cigarettes and I see this trash
sprawled out on the counter. You should keep those sort of magazines out of the view of
children."
"Ma'am, I don't think that I'm the person you need to be talking to. I'll ring
Jason, the manager," the boy informed her as he pressed the buzzer calling the man once
again to the front of the store. He had moved into stocking the carmed grocery section
when the boy called him. Green beans, 3 cans. 2 cans of tomato paste. 4 vegetable soup,
3 chicken noodle. 6 cans clam chowder. Carmed corn: 3 ... finished, left off with carmed
corn. He strolled up to meet the complainer.
"May I help you, ma'am?" he asked.
"You certainly can," she declared, the whole moral weight of the world carried
in the thunder of her voice. "I would like to know bow such smut could be sold at a GRS
store, a store which professes to be a family store!"
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"GRS is certainly a family store, ma'am, and ..."
"Then why would they sell such an unwholesome and deplorable product?"
"It is the policy of GRS to keep all such ... "
"Don't tell me that, this type of pornography should not even be sold at all and
should certainly not be in the view of small children ..."
"We do have it behind the cou .. ."
"I go to church every week, and this sort of material offends me as a Christian.
I come in here with my children to buy cigarettes, and this awful , sinful material is
presented here ... "
The boy watched in her attack the man disgust. Jesus, why are your followers
such assholes? Can ' t believe Jason has to put up with this garbage. Can't imagine doing
it every day, all your life. How does he do it? Poor bastard. Wonder if that woman has
a job. Probably bored housewife. Bored Christian housewife. Bored Christian housewife with four kids. Never want kids.
He glanced in between customers at the heated argument the man and bored
Christian housewife with four kids were having. It ended with her threatening legal
action against the company before angrily storming out of the store. The man, seemingly
unfazed by her assault, walked casually into the back room. The boy went on waiting on
customers.
"May I help you sir?"
"Yeah, uh, I got a coffee, ub, a Snacky Cake, a whatyacaJlit, pack o' Camels,
and, let's see, where are your two-dollar scratch tickets?"
The boy pointed unenthusiastically to the row of two-dollar tickets right in
back of him The man's eyes lit up.
"Oh, there they are, OK, OK, uhm, let' s see, I'll have ... no, uhrn, what I want
is ..."
"A winning one?" the boy interjected helpfully. The customer bust out laughing
"Ha, ha, oh you're a character, definitely, that 's really funny ... OK, now let me
see here ... you got 'Fast Money,' ' Easy Bank Roll,' 'Check in the Mail' .. . uhrn, I will
have ... yes, I think I will have .. . what's that one there called, Casino Backlash?"
"Uhm, no, that's ' Casino Blackjack' ..."
"What?"
'"Casino Blackjack."'
I been dealing blackjack at the Gateway to the Stars Casino for six years now,
and never seen a gambler so slick and polished as the guy who came in tonight. I'm used
to watching people moving like lemmings in and out of the casino, entering with money,
leaving without it. I know all the tricks of dealing, stacking the deck and what not. Know
how to tell when a person's counting cards instantly. But this one particular guy, whom
I'd never seen before, baffled me. He kept on winning money, and I hadn' t detected no
flaw in his game yet. He' d scored like three-hundred bucks off me, so I decided to watch
him very carefully this time. I dealt the cards out in my usual quick fashion and watched
him intently.
"OK, sir, you got 15 standing. Hit or stand?"
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"Uhm, let me see here, now, I got a 7 and an 8, so that makes ..."
"Fifteen."
"Seven and eight, put them together, carry the one ... "
"Fifteen."
"I think that's fifteen ... "
"Right. Hit or stand?"
"Uhm, let me see here, uhm, if I stand then I'm stuck at fifteen, but if I hit I
could get something higher, perhaps a six or seven to make 20 or 21, but there aren't any
face cards out right now, so that means the chance of me getting one of them is pretty
high, so I guess, the best thing to do ... "
"Hit or stand?"
"Now if I hit and it goes over 21, then ..."
"AAAAAAAAA ... "
"... AAAAH!!!!!!"
"Are you OK?" asked the customer, who had been scanning the one-dollar tick-

ets .
"Oh," said the boy, recovering a little bit, realizing that he had just shouted.
Mosquito. You know, it bit me."
"Oh. OK, I thi.nk I' 11 have a ... uhm ... one of those ... no, I tried those yesterday...
maybe a ... OK, I can't decide, you pick 'em."
The boy grabbed two lottery tickets that he knew had been winning all day, so
as to decrease the chances of the customer winning significantly. By this time, the line
had already built up again to about six people, all looking very impatient. The boy
pressed his finger against the buzzer again to call the man out to help him.
PWACK!!!
came the noise from the back room, followed by a muted "DAMN IT!"
The boy continued to wait on customers, who were somewhat startled by the
noise. Hope he's OK back there, sounded like he rnigbta hurt himself. If he's not back
out here by the time the next customer is done, I'll go back and check, see if he's OK. Oh,
here he is, glad to see he's all right.
The man hurriedly rushed up to the front of the store and once again removed
the "Please Use Other Register" sign and said dispassionately, "May I help someone over
here?"
The two of them once again heroically served the customers in the line until the
line had been diminished and the store was empty. After all the customers had departed,
Jason yanked a tissue from the Kleenex box and placed it on his band, which had a couple
of small bleeding cuts on the knuckles.
"You OK?" asked the boy.
"Just fine," responded the man, with a somewhat bewildered expression on his
face. ''Why do you ask?"
"Oh, I don't know."
The two of them stared silently out to the store for a brief time, perhaps twenty
seconds.
"Well, I'm gonna get back to stocking the shelves," said the man. "If you need
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me or have any questions, just buzz."
"I got one question for you now," said the boy, looking the man in the eye.
"How many hours do you work here a week."
"Oh, I don't know, around 60."
"How do you get through that without bursting your top? Doesn't it drive you
nuts? How can you put up with other people's crap for so Jong?"
"I guess I've just stopped fantasizing," he said and went back to fill the canned
corn.

-Brad Reed '02
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